THE DEUX-VILLES THEATRE

oeing seen.   Everyone immediately began making futile, meaningless
conversation, conventional politenesses, or evoking common memories.

De Voos was introduced to a crowd of people whose names and
faces he would never be able to disentangle. He was watched, studied,
dissected, and felt that a sort of spiritual backbiting was going on behind
him. He was one of the principal objects of interest that day. He
was " the new husband of the little La Monnerie." Elderly people with
watering eyes, who announced themselves as distant cousins of Jacque-
line, came and shook him by the hand saying: "We're so happy for
her!"

He was handsome, elegant, in his prime and attractive, enviable on
all counts, and envied of all. His marriage had something fabulous
about it. In the eyes of the young he represented a dream, in the eyes
of the elderly a regret. No one could have guessed his unhappiness.

Urbain de La Monnerie, still led by Jacqueline, went slowly from
group to group and occasionally, touching someone with the handle of
his cane, asked: "Who is it?"

A thin elderly woman, wrapped in a grey coat like a branch in its
bark, came up to the blind man.

"Urbain," she said, "I am Odile."

She had a soft, melodious voice and an infinite number of closely
parallel, vertical wrinkles.

"Oh good, there you are! I was expecting you before the service,"
said the Marquis reproachfully.

"Monsieur Sejarry, who was kind enough to bring me, had a break-
down with his car," she replied.

The tiny lateral trembling which affected the Master's hands sud^
denly increased, and this was all the more noticeable because the
elderly woman, who was called Madame de Bondumont, was also
afflicted with a trembling, though hers, like her wrinkles, was vertical,
and it shook her continuously from the shoulders to the knees.

Jacqueline discreetly let go of her uncle's arm; the people standing
near instinctively moved a few steps away, and the nobility of the dis-^
trict found themselves making a circle, almost in an attitude of admira-
tion,, about these two old people who were exchanging words of no
importance as they stood, face to face, shaking in opposite directions,
one of them no longer able to see the features of the other, as they
lived the last act of their long and respectable love-affair.
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The chateau of Mauglaives was built on a sort of natural terrace over-
looking the houses of the village. Seen from this side, with the high-
pitched roofs of its angle-towers and its flanking turrets, it gave the
impression of a huge, sinister, medieval fortress, its sheer grey walls
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